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Americans ! They were your sires that fought. 
Above whom England's Red Cross proudly flew. 

At Cressy, Poictiers, and at Agincourt — 
Her boldest spirits saird the seas for you — 
A share ye claim in Marlborough's victories too. 

Kindred with those who tum'd the nations* fate 
Both at Trafalgar and at Waterloo — 

Tour fathers' flag will ye repudiate ? 
Nay ! Let it all their sons once more confederate. 

The Stars and Stripes your Empire's sign ye fly. 
The Flag that mark'd your Independence won. 

It cherish still, your Ensign rear on high — 
But ye will add, ere many years have run. 
Old England's Cross, as ye should first have done — 

And it shall be the bond of unity 
That shall make all the English peoples One — 

Far mightier shall the noble union be 
Than Monroe ever dream'd, on land supreme and sea ! 



Then shall the world with envy look upon 

St. Georj^e's Ensi^ from each masthead streaming — 

The Flag that thousand glorious fights has won — 
Foremost in Trade and Venture see it gleaming. 
O'er Earth's most distant seas and headlands beaming, 

The hallow'd emblem of our liberty 
Achieved while other nations still were dreaming, 

Lock'd tight in tyrant bonds of slavery. 
With scarce a thought, a wish, with no hope to be free. 



Note. — "The Cross of St. George" was written in 1880. Its last 
three stanzas are here reproduced in the hope that sooner or later the 
United States will add the Old Red Cross to the Stars and Stripes. 

Sonnets 1 to 4, and 13 to 18, were written for the Hague Conference, 
and sent as an advance copy with this frontispiece to the delegates 
there assembled. The complete eighteen Sonnets were published for 
Trafalgar Day, 1907. 



THE STARS AND STRIPES AND 
THE OLD RED CROSS. 



England has been the mistress of the sea, 
Her Ensign waves for freedom everywhere — 
The "Old White Flag" — since Nelson's dying care 

Bequeathed that it should ever hallowed be — 

Emblem of ocean-swa}?^ and liberty. 
Our Teuton cousins all in vain prepare 
Tardy Armadas — none is England's heir 

Who would enslave the realm she holds as free ! 

Her Anglo-Saxon sons are scattered wide 
O'er continents, and many an ocean-isle, 

And Britain's Red Cross Banner rear with pride 
Americans, who stand aloof awhile, 

Will as joint-heirs range up on England's side. 
And fly the Cross to counter foreign guile ! 



PEACE ARBITRATION. 



Do they all mean it ] Have they true intent, 
Or are we once again to be their dupes 1 — 
While Europe fills her land with conscript troops 

In vain, methinks, her delegates are sent 

To further peace, for war is still their bent ! 
They prate of naval force, and England stoops 
To argue mildly with the assembled groups 

Of rival nations, to her detriment ! — 

We may believe, when they themselves concern 
With some straightforward plan to remedy 

Their cruel evils — which, deep-searing, burn 
Reproachful marks on Christianity — 

But not while they to craft and intrigue turn 
To minimise our sea -supremacy. 



A PROPOSITION FOR THE PEACE 
CONGRESS. 



They talk of duty, but they take their pay, 

High honours, rank and titles too they want — 
All men have duties, this we freely grant. 

If we fulfil ours in the simplest way, 

Let soldiers practise what they preach to-day ! 
To stigmatise as cowardice and rant 
The nations' protests while they still descant 

Is vain ! more to the purpose let them say, 

Henceforth the officer will all forego. 

Generals and princes will like conscripts fare. 

To do, unpaid, their duty thus to show 

The common weal becomes the common care ! — 

If the world round we could but have it so. 

Then wars might cease, and peace reign everywhere. 



SI VIS PACEM, PARA BELLUM. 



Prepare for war — but see we keep the peace — 
And ever hold an envious world at bay ! 
Assuming soldiers wield no martial sway, 

And that their titles, held upon a lease, 

With the first war-trump's blast reverting, cease- 
While their manoeuvres are but studied play — 
Give them both rank and honour, and a pay 

That with efficiency can still increase. 

Conscription is not wanted — ne'er need be ! — 
If to repel the world we e'en must arm. 

Then let them serve for love and liberty. 

And fight for hearth and home, at war's alarm 

Like other men — with neither fame nor fee — 
Our freedom thus will never come to harm 



THE PRUSSIAN ABSOLUTE. 



If ever Germany controlled the sea, 

Would she not close it to the nations too, 
As she has closed her lands, and thus undo 

All England ever strives for ] Sovereignty 

Is what she aims at, and her rule would be 
The Prussian absolute — wherever flew 
The Imperial eagle she herself would rue 

His grinding, all compelling tyranny ! 

In Freedom's cause our flag the tempest braves 
For the whole world ! And it were better far 

That Anglo-Saxon fleets should rule the waves 
Than this new Power's, whose rise is due to war, 

And the grim fact that she to it enslaves 
Her manhood, dazzled by vainglory's star ! 



A FOREIGN ARMY IN OUR MIDST. 



England is free, but she must not forget, 
While all are free to come to us to trade — 
Between the nations no distinction made — 

And live among us, that an alien set 

Of soldiers drilled, who owe a service debt 
Sworn to a war-lord who may us invade — 
A debt that when demanded must be paid — 

Now swarms throughout the land. This must be raet- 

This danger in the bud 'tis best to nip ! 
For bear in mind he builds a battle-fleet 

Which might at any time give ours the slip, 

And thus perchance our covering squadron beat, 

Outmatching it by just one secret ship. 

With new device, or gun-fire more complete. 



VAIN RIVALRY. 



" Admiral of All the Oceans ! " When the King 
Reviews our fleets far out the signals blow. — 
" Admiral of the Atlantic ! " Well ! we know 

The Kaiser's boast — but guardian angels sing 

Britannia rules the waves whene'er we fling 
Back in his teeth defiance to a foe. — 
War-flamed the storm-clouds lour with lurid glow, 

Britannia rules, for Heaven's sheltering wing 

Protects her, and Old England's King to be 
Ranks far above a new Imperial name, 

Which fain would now assert an admiralty 
O'er the wide field of Britain's ocean-fame ! 

But Anglo-Saxons hold the seas are free — 
No monarch there a sovereignty can claim. 



BRITANNIA'S GUARD. 



"Wake, England wake !" Twas thus our Mentor cried, 
But was it needed he should call, " Arise ! " 
And trumpet it, far sounding to the skies 1 — 

Old England never sleeps ! wherever ride 

Her laden ships upon the heaving tide — 
Wherever proud her crimson banner flies 
To deeds of venture and of high emprise, 

The fact is patent ! — Rivals cannot hide 

Their envious hate, nor their deep malice hold ! 
We gained an empire, but we risked a st^ke 

Proportionate in life when all is told. 

What dare they risk who would our empire take 1 

John Bull may nod now he has banked his gold — 
Britannia grasps her trident wide awake ! 



NECESSITY OF EMPIRE. 



Britain, if pent within four seas, 'tis clear 
Will fail with rivals round her to compete — 
More fertile soils already grow our wheat, 

The stall-fed bullock too, can disappear — 

Hard times are looming if our Yule-tide cheer. 
Old England's beef must yield to foreign meat — 
The ruin of the yeoman to complete ! — 

All can be saved to us if we but hear 

The seaman's warning voice, and keep control, 
We Anglo-Saxons, of the ocean-ways 

That give us ampler lands ! With heart and soul. 
As did our daring sires in by-gone days, 

Our Empires we must hold, to guard the whole, 
If what they won correctly we appraise ! 



10 



PATRIOTISM NOT SOCIALISM. 



Pride in our Country — Love of Motherland 

That to our sires and liberty gave birth — 

And one dear spot of England's cherished earth- 
We call it " home " — do these the soul command 
With subtle force true patriots understand 1 

Deep are such feelings, yet they leave a dearth 

In our ideals ! High exalted worth 
We ask of rulers — and a closer band 
Betwixt our peoples — who must aye restrain 

Power and servility, and sow the seed 
Of careful thrift that can, itself, attain 

A sturdy growth and overtop the weed, 
Which else a rank malignancy will gain 

To ripen shocks of tyranny and greed. 
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A FEW SHALL SUFFICE. 



Lost sea-control — no armies conscript fed 
Enslaving to the soldier out of hand 
Our English manhood, then could save the land ! 

Nor could we Britons, trained and barrack-bred, 

All soldiers drilled, however skilful led, 
Outnumbered ten to one on every strand, 
With our few millions make successful stand — 

Though English blood be thei*e like water shed — 

To beat the foe, as mockingly he boasts ! 
But we can keep inviolate the sea, 

Far as our empires stretch from England's coasts 
O'er the wild ocean's wide extremity — 

Few will suffice to scatter Europe's hosts 
Where Heaven gives us the sailor's victory ! 
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WHAT HAS COME OVER ENGLAND? 



What has come over England 1 — Liberty 

May leave the land ! — If some could have their way, 
And bring men under their conscription's sway 

To stifle Freedom's voice, fell slavery 

Would fetter Britons, — how could then the sea 
Britannia rule 1 — but still the soldiers' day 
Would brightly dawn, no doubt the soldiers say. 

A tempest morn for England it wonld be ! — 

We are the sons of sires whose arms withstood 
The Usurper's might, upholding freedom won 

From tyrant despot-kings by field and flood 1 
If we submit their work will be undone. 

The work they did not fear to seal with blood. — 
The day may dawn — in storm will set the sun ! 
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WHAT DO THE SOLDIERS GIVE US 
FOR OUR MILLIONS? 



We give them millions, which they yearly spend 
With ever worse results, we give them men, 
More they demand — we vote them more, and then 

They want conscription ! Have their wants no end ] 

'T were well the soldiers should our needs attend — 
What gain we by their arms? And now the pen 
They think to wield goes far beyond our ken — 

Their ai-guments in one direction trend ! 

We seek defence, they prate of wars abroad — 
Which well we know they cannot organise — 

But England does not draw the braggart's sword, 
Nor vaunt its might ! She on her ships relies, 

Her sailors' guns, and Nelson's signal- word — 
Our motto still where'er the Ensign flies. 
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ANGLO-SAXON SEA CONTROL. 



No State should aim at universal might , 
To crush out other States by land and sea, 
Much less should one man wield it — liberty 

Is to all countries an inherent right — 

Hateful is the oppressor in the sight 
Of God and man ! to both an enemy 
Alike, must ever the Napoleon be. 

For Faith and Freedom we do well to fight, 

But not for glory or material gain, 

Or neighbours to enslave ! and Heaven we pray 

Will aid us in our efforts to maintain 
Against all tyrants free the ocean-way — 

Our sacred trust as guardians of the main — 
Which ne'er shall pass from Anglo-Saxon sway ! 



15 



THE ANGLO-SAXONS' MISSION. 



We have a mission, we whom Heaven has set 

In ocean's guard, our boundaries secure — 

A mission that will aye so long endure. 
As rival aims and jealousies beget 
In Europe's lands a never-ceasing fret 

Of war alarms, for which is found no cure ! 

Our course is certain and results are sure. 
For we are proud to own and pay the debt. 
'Tis ours the louring war cloud to confine 

To Europe, by controlling all the sea — 
We Anglo-Saxons, this is Heaven's design, 

Must keep new continents for ever free- 
That round the world life-giving suns may shine 

With fullest blaze of spreading liberty ! 
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BRITAIN TO AMERICA. 



It matters not who holds the sovereignty — 

Our sires were yours ! The generous Viking blood 
Flows in your veins and ours, that aye withstood 

The ages through kingcraft and tyranny — 

It matters not if we control the sea, 

Tis ours and yours ! The pathways of the flood, 
Now ships are steel as formerly when wood. 

Men of our race maintain are ever free. 

The day may come when we shall yield to you — 
For sons outgrow their sires — the younger land 

To hold what we have held as seamen true, 
The ocean-highways and the sea's command — 

For this we know, and ye assent thereto. 

Twill still be ours, we are one brother-band ! 
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THE OCEAN OUTLOOK. 



Our outlook is the ocean ! sea and sky 

Are lost commingling on the horizon-rim. — 
Glancing in sunshine, in the shadows, dim, 

The passing sails glide all in silence by — 

We wat<?h them from the cliff, and ponder why 
Our shores were circled in the ocean's brim — 
Was it design, or but a sportive whim 

Of Nature, wearied of the immensity 

Of space above us, boundless 1 — Who can tell 1 
Her settled purpose she need not unfold — 

Her hidden secrets man can ne'er compel ! — 
Back from the land, perchance, the waters rolled 

To form the seas, that where we list to dwell 
The wave shall bear us if we venture bold ! 
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THE POET'S HEAVEN. 



The Poet sings — can e*en immortal song 

The half his meaning to the world convey ? 

He dreams in Heaven — but he, a child of clay, 
Must sing in measures that to earth belong ! 
But they will do his inspiration wrong 

Who see no glories in reflexion's ray, 

Demanding genius he would fain display. 
Fierce be his strains as quick the currents throng 
When winter seas loud thundering surges pour. 

Or melodies but whispered to the air 
When summer ripples kiss the moon -lit shore. 

Neither contents him — need he then despair 1 
They understand, who, entering through his door. 

Attain his Heaven, and linger with him there ! 



The End. 



J. A. DODDS, MARKET END, COGGE8HALL. 
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